Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
The emperor took out his snuff-box. Very strangely in
the illumination of burning farm-house and chateau, the
red of the sunset and the carnage, the child's portrait
smiled forth in its delicate blues, flesh-tints and gold.
He snapped the lid shut. No signs to the east? Well, he
must make the last cast, send in the Guard, salute Ney
for the last time.
Not one of the brave fellows paused to wonder if
this might be the last time they would march forward
together. As he handed over the legions to his wild
marshal, now astride a fourth horse and blood all
over from a scalp-wound, they thought only of the gray-
coated figure and raised a thunderous cheer, "Vive VEm-
pereur!" that rolled up to the batteries silhouetted
against the sunset red, on the ridge. And the figures
outlined up there by the guns paused too, to watch this
last charge, this heroic exit of the finest body of men ever
gathered on any field.
They struck across the valley, up the slope, the foot
with matchless precision no thundering guns could dis-
turb ; the horse trotting briskly by their sides in the old
beautiful waves of Austerlitz. Waves of chasseur's yellow-
faced green, grenadier's green faced with red, eclaireur's
lavender, hussar's plum, and cuirassier's flame-color!
Waves foaming with streaming manes and tails, white
plume, yellow pompon, and orchid aigret! Waves crested
with casques and sabers, and serrated, as they gathered
momentum and riders doubled on the ground for the
spring or rose to the apex of the gallop! And waves of
hoarsened voices as exultant as those of the sea and all
lit by a fiercer light than that of the sun, from those
thousands of eyes burning over their chin-straps with
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